FINAL STAND 


It was a cool day in San Diego and I was in my last days of boot camp. I was practicing for an upcoming 
war. I was at this camp and I had to go through a lot of drills and it was actually going well. I learned a lot 
of things from the boot camp such as how to use a rifle better and knife fighting skills. It was the end of a 
long day and I was just falling asleep on my bunk. All of a sudden I woke up and was in a much different 


place. 


My name is Xzavier Myers. I was in the middle of a gory and gruesome battle. I was a Buffalo Soldier 
fighting august American Indian combatants and would never imagine a battle being like this. I thought I 
was going to die in this war especially since all I heard and saw was pain and agony. Then I went and 
tried my hardest to conceal myself out of the enemy's sight. Then I was thinking...thinking deeply about 
how my friends and family would feel if they heard I had passed in the war but I told myself I would not 
let that happen. I promised to make it back home safe but I was quickly distracted out of that thought 
when I heard a tank shooting. That was not the only thing I saw. Looking to the left of me I saw a body 
with so much stabbing that I could not even tell if it looked like an American or Native Combatant. The 
face of the combatant looked slaughtered. It was terribly unsettling. And even though I was not on the 
Native American team I still felt bad because just like me that guy had loved ones. Then I saw other 
crazy things like amputated and decapitated bodies laid around most of the battlefield. I saw one guy die 


with a bomb in his mouth, then another guy I saw was on fire and blew up 2 seconds later. 


It was a scary scene and a massacre. This made me wish I was dreaming and hoping I would wake up. 
But then I thought I would be disrespectful towards the buffalo soldiers and all that hard work, dedication 
and commitment. Everything I put into training would be for nothing. It would be for nothing so I 
manned up and went into the war. I got my saber knife because that was the only thing I had. I saw an 


enemy soldier and I snuck up behind him. I viciously struck him in the back and picked him and hanged 


him on a tree branch. I then took valuable items he had that could help me survive. There was fire heading 
my way so I ran and got to cover. I pulled out my rifle and started shooting a few minutes later. I managed 
to hit someone and ran up there to finish him off by snapping his neck. I felt a gun in the back of my 
head...my heart dropped and it was tight. At that very moment I thought my life was over. I turned around 
and it was a guy on the enemy team. I grabbed his arm swiftly and he did not expect it and I am thankful 
he had a slow reaction and I got my knife and chopped his arm off. He screamed loudly as he bled out 
and I picked him up and threw him off a cliff. I looked down the cliff these too many dead bodies. It was a 
terrible scene to look at and I almost threw up but later I got back to the battle after I took a sip of water. 

I was proud that i have pulled off those 2 kills but I remembered the Comanche team was also pretty 
brutal but i can get even more brutal and so i got up and started fighting i was shooting at the enemy team 
and i hit someone and killed them but then out of nowhere, i see a group of the enemy team on horses 
they are all starting shooting at me but let them get close enough and i tackled one the men on the horses 
off and and was getting away with the horse but then they started chasing me and shoots were fired and i 
almost got away but i felt a quick heat and sharp pain that hit me in my back. 

I've been shot... 

Then i ran off the horse and rolled off a hill in to a little hole to hid and recover i heard them 
approaching and I knew they were looking for me but i made no nose a min alter they gave up and ran 
away on their horses .I took out the bullet and covered the own with some a medkit bandage and i felt fine 
after then i got back in the war and started killing every single enemy soldier i saw. It was pretty scary 
and my heart was racing and I had adrenaline and I was bloodthirsty and had to kill. i was in a moment of 
do or die and I did the job of killing and I almost got killed. I had 56 gunshots and 25 stabbing wounds 
and I was still moving. I even got kicked by a horse but I still did not feel anything. I didn't even realize I 
was gonna die. I was bleeding out alot but I was still fighting. All of a sudden I blacked out and woke up 
in the hospital. I heard we won the war and that brought a smile on my face that made it worth the 56 
gunshots and 25 stabbings. I got the news that we took over Texas from the Comanche. I’m honored 


that I was a buffalo soldier. I was in the hospital for 3 months i recovered pretty fast and i left the hospital 


and right in front of me was a portal back to reality i walked in it and i was back in the present there was a 


another war starting up. Looks like i was gonna have to start training again. 


